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DRAMATIS PERSON R. 


M 3 


Captain Fitzroy Mr BANNISTER, 


„ 3 Mrs. KENNEDY, 
br, a EE: Mr JonxsToxr. 
Dermott, 1 TOM Mr EDw1N. 
Father f Mr W1L$0N. 
Bagatelle, - Mr WEIT Zz. 
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Mrs BANNISTER, 


Mrs MARTYR. 


na 


ur 


POOR SOLDIER. 
ACT L-SCENE I. 


SCENE A Country Village. 


On one fide KATHLEEN's houſe; on the other, at a greater 
| diſtance, the houſe of FATHER LUKE. 


* : 


Enter DAR Bx and DERMO rr. 


Dar. G58 1 you are: A will be 
here by and by. 

Der. O that ever I How'd be . an ! 0 
nate fellow, as to think her a pretty girl. 

Dar. Upon my ſoul now, ſhe's grown vaſtly 
uncivil ; for ſhe turns up her noſe at me, 

Der. I know the zone {he'll have! 

Dar. Is ſome French Monſieur to take ths 
girl away from a couple of tight Iriſh boys of us? 
{weeps) I never dream but of poor Kat blen 5 
Oh, Oh, Oh! „ 

Der. Well, well; but you'll Ti; her with 
your noiſe ; go and; bellow: farther off. i | 
Dar. Ah! but 1 am afraid of F ather $A : 
You know he threatened when poor Pat-us'd to 
come to his window, to coyrt his ward Norah, 
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4 THE POOR SOLDIER. 

that he'd put him into the Biſhop's court; and 
- therefore, poor Pat, full of grief and vexation, 
TY vent for a ſoldier 


N Der. But yowll diſturb Kathleen; go away, go. 
5 Al u Dermatt. 


SLEEP on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt; 


_ "= Let doſt :hon dream thy true lov e's here, 


Depriv'd of peace and reſt. 


ws | 
The birds 50 ing ſweet, the morning breaks, 


Mn Thoſe j joys are none to me: 


Tho' fleep is fled, poor — 
To none but love. and. thee, 


[Exit Dermote. 


= Dar , huh * wou'd vals an 611 out of 
1 ee Lond try 46 rome ler. þ 
| 2 iu A 1 R IL. : Darby. 
1 
| 2s Bear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
1 Find fleep how very ſweet 'tis 5 
Dogs bark, and cocks have So out, 
You never dream how late *tis. 
© . This morning gay, 
ET pot away, - © | ES 
8 To have with you a bit or play ; WE . 


On two legs ride P = 
Along, to bid 95 | 
Good 'morrow POE A f. 


4 „„ 
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5 % . 
II. 6 e nin 
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Laſt _ 2 little bowly.. ö 
Wich whiſkey, ale, and 341. b 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let melt beſide her. | | aq 
Her auger roſe, lade cart; a 
And ſour as ſloes. 


The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 5 | 25 41 


Let here L've id, 10 dud e 
Abong, to bid : ei 0 % 
Good morrow to your night-cap. „ 


[Kathleen appears at the ago: 


— 


Kat. Who's that. Dermott! 
Dar. Ves I am. Darby (af? de) I knew 1 
ſhou*d wa her Wins : Oh, Pm a fine markf- 


man! 11 8 0 141 


Py 


Enter Karulren. . 


72 


Kat. „ Dab#—55 you muſt come E at 


my window ; but 1 tell you once for all, I won't 
have you; 45 I hope for man I won't. 


Dar, That's a 890d abap f lor man and 


not have me. „t your YK a2 alma ; 


- L bY b 7 ip Erb z 
8 2 10 [3% 4 e TEE 


SEL K Pe is the , 8 xd» 1 e 
PN love if I can: o e V0 
But firſt let me tell you what ſorvof a 2 man 5 
In addreſs how compleat, > {CHE NO Eph 
And in dreſs ſpruce and Beat 
No matter how tall, fo he's over five Feet + 
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6 THE'POOR SOLDIER. 


Not dull nor too witty, | 
His eyes I'll think pretty, | : 
If ain with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


II. 
Tho- gentle he be, 
His man he ſhall ſee 4 
= Yet never be conquer'd by _ but me. ; 
_ In a ſong bear a bob; 
4 In a glafs hob or knob # 29 
| Yer Fink of his reaſon his nodle ne er rob. 
This is my fancy, 
If ſuch a man can lee, | 
I'm his, if he's mine, until then I'm free. 


—— — 


. Dar. Well, and hav'nt- 1 every thing com- 
1 | forzable about me? A ſnug farm, heifers and 
ſheep, and a pad to ride on on aturdays, and a 
potatoe garden to walk in; only look at me; am 
I not as tight a fellow as you'd whit to clap your 
eyes on, on a Summer's day? 

Kat. Don't think of talking to me, fellow.— 
Do you know that I am an heireſs ?: 
Dar. Why, to be ſure, your father Old Jo- 
rum, who us'd to keep the ale-houſe, left you 
well enough, as a body may ſay. Joe 

Kat. Left me well enough Did not he 1er me 
a great ſumof money? a matter of eleven pounds 
fifteen ſhillings, and a barrel of ale untap'd. Left 
me well enough! why, you pitiful fellow, do you 
know who you talk to? —Did'nt, he leave me 

1 half-a- dozen china plates 3 a cafe. of ſilver- hafted 

a knives and forks ; a cheſt of drawers; ; an Eaſy- 
* chair, and a rie dowel ſtool Left me; well 

| enough. And don't you know, that he left mera. 

cow and: -a calf ; and 2 bald filly to ride on. 
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THE'PO'OR SOLDIER, +7 


Dar. Now ſhe's got upon her bald filly, the 
devil himſelf can't take her down.  F({afide. 

Aat. Left me well enough! Now, as I aman 
keireſs, a huſband I'll have this night if I can. 


(4 


D UE T.——£ athlcen and Darly, k 


A 1 R IV. 


Kath. Out of my fight, or I'll box your ears. 
Darb. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
Kath. VII cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 


Darb. Another PII wed this day . can. 


Rath. In :courtfhip funuy, 
Darb. Once ſweet as be | 
Kath. You drone. | - | 


Darb. No, Kate, I'm your humble bee. 07 
Kath. Godance yourdogs, with yourfiddlededee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 
Bath. Go dance your dogs, & “4g. 
Darb. Yow ll ne” er meet ſuch a kind foul a as me? | 


E Litas) 8 n ' 
Kath, Like ſweet milk turn'd, now to me ſeems 
love. 
Darb. The-fragrant, als does a nettle prove. 
Kath. Sour curds ] taſte, ho ſweet cream I choſe, 
Darb. And with a flower I ſting my. noſe. 


In courtſhip, G. 


[Exit Darby and Kuihleen ſeverally. 
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8 THE POOR SOLDIER. 
Enter CApPTAIN®FFITZROY, 
Fitz. This is the houſe that contains my 
charming Norah: As her guardian I know. is 
not at home, perhaps I may find an opportunity 
of converſing with the dear object of my wiſhes, 
[Norſe of huniſmen and horns behind. 
So the hounds are going out, Well, let the 
timid hare be their purſuit : My game lies ano- 
ther 150 
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A L. v. r- roy. 
The twins 5 of Latona- ſo Bind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chaſe; 
And Sol lend a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 
For the ſport Idelight in, the bright Queen of Love 


8 — — — — IS — _ 4 


While Pan breaks his chaunter, and ſkulks in the 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. 


| Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echoe's reply: 
Hark forward, hark for ward, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


II. 
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His ſentence he hears in the gale ; "Pr 
Yet flies, till entangled i in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conftancy fail. 
Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear; 
With antlers ercited. a while ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
The dogs are, Cc. 


With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn; Grove, 


The dogs are uncoupl'd, and ſweet is a cry, | 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps ns 


THE POOR SO LDIER. 9 
The door 'opens.) II ſtep aſide, and obſerve 
her a while unſeen. (Ext. 


Enter NORAH. 


The meadow Jookl chearful, the birds ſweetly ſing,. 
So gaily they carol] the praiſes of ſpring ; 
Tho! Nature rejoices ; poor Norah ſhall mourn. 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhell return. 


H. 


Ye laſſes of Nublin, Oh hide your gay charms ! 
Norlureher dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms. 


Tho' ſattins, and ribands, and laces are fine, 


5 nee tt 1 
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They hide not aheart with ſuch feeling as mine. : 

(Seeing Fitzroy approaching, ) | BD | 

Oh heavens! there's the gentleman my guar- HJ 
dian is 122 teizing me about. I'll avoid him. 1 

[Returns into the houſe. = 

Fitz. S' death I am diſappointed ! Stay my WV 
charming Norah. 15 | 1 
Enter BacaTELLE. 43. 

Bag. Monſieur ! Monſieur ! 145g 
Eitz, What do yon want ? ti 
Bag. I come to tell you—— 4 
Fitz. What? | 7 i 
Bag. Bleſs my ſoul J run ſo faſt I came to 12 
tell you—I am A of breath -t is all blown. 0 
Fitz, What's Ang, love . I FL 8 % 4 
M4 
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10 THE POOR SOLDIER. 


Bag. De Mareſhalle poudre is all blown out 
of de window. 

Fitz. Then you muſt ſend to town for more. 

Bag. Me forgot to tell you, Sir, another af- 
fair of grand conſequence. 

Fitz. Well, what is it? 

Bag. De people, Sir, are as breakfaſt for 
you in de grand parlour. 

Fitz. Why did'nt you tell me ſo at firſt? 

Exit. 

Bag. Begar my maſter is always in ſuch hur- 
Fiky I met Father Luke in de village ; and 
now I'll go and viſit Mademorſelle Norah. 
Ah! I do love Miſs Norah.—I vil ſpeak to Fa- 
ther Luke, and get her for my * Ma- 
chere Norah ! She ſhall be my wife! 


A I R VII, ee \ | 


Written by CHARLES Murray of the Norwich 


There, 


* 
1 


ieren Saxx's Minuet, 


Ah! me 3 
My pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Miſs Norah. 
Oh! Pl ſigh and preſs her ; 
J vil ever bleſs her, - :..... .; 
Cuddel and careſs her, | 
Till the cry encora. Dy 
Spite of de . 


oy dhe is my mate, 2 
| | Nous danfirous togedre : C 
a Ve can never tire; o 


 Frenchn:an is all Ws 


THE POOR SOLDIER, 12 


Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever. 
How le beau monde vil ſtare, 
Peur voir de happy pair; 

Promenez, 
Si negligee, 
Like de little turtle dove, 

Always billing, cooling, 

5 ike two puſſeys me wing, 
| Purring out dere tale of love. 
Oh dear me, 
How ver pretty, 
Ven ve come togedre; 
All de night and day, fir, 
Vi vil kits and play, fir, 
Oh a 8 ſo clever. 


> 5 EH 
Vat grand bliſs 
To toy and kiſs, 

Vid my dear Miſs Norah ; 
Oh! ſhe be ſo pretty, 
And ſo very vitty; 

It vou'd be much pity, 

Not to cry encora. | 

Oh! mon dieu, 
Oh! ſacre blue, 

Nous baifferons for ever; 
Love can never tire, 
Nought can quench his fire, 

Oh! Bagatelle's ſo clever. 

Ven ve go to the play, | 
Habillez ſo fine and gay: 
Si bien jantee, 
Oh tout a fait; 
in our air no embarraſs; 9 1233 


TE Like de grande noblefle, - 
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Ve ſall be careſſe 
It vil make grand coup d' eclat. 
How I viſh, 
Vid pretty Miſs, 
To tie de knot for ever ; 
I fall live in clover, 
Ven it all is over; 


Oh! Bagatelle's s ſo dever. 
| [Exit B agatelle, 


Sceue changes to another part of the village, 


Enter PATRICK. 

Pat. Once more I'm return'd to my, native 
village after two long year's abſence !—up to the 
heart in love, and not a ſixpence in my pocket. 

Dar. ( ſi inge without) * Good * to your 
night - cap. 

Pat. Ohl there's my old acquaintance Darby, 
as merry and as ſilly as ever. 


Enter DARBY. 


Dar. What! Pat, return'd! Zounds, I am 
lad to ſee you !—How are you my old friend? 
Pat. I thank you, I am bravely.—How fares 
all our old friends? 
Dar. Purely. 
died laſt week. | 
Pat. How does my dear Norah? 
Dar. She's very well; but, Pat, how came 


you to liſt for a ſoldier ? _ 


Except a cow of mine that 


Pat, When her guardian . not give his 
conſent to our marriage, and I cou'd not have 


her without his approbation, ] liſted for af oldier, 


and ra nos os 


THE POOR SOLDIER. 13 
Dar. Well, and how do you like it? 


Pat. Like it A facher ag is the fineſt life 
in the world. 


41 VIII. Patrick. 


How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 
And ſpends half-a-crown out of ſixpence a day; 
Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants, or bums, - 
But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums. 
| | With a row-de-dow, &. 


2154 vYÞ- 1 
He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
HisKing findshim quarters, and money, andcloaths. 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 


And rattles away with the roll of the drums. 
With a-row-de- ous Sr. 


. 
| The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight: 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo ARR: 


But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


[This ſong not written by Mr OR fe 


41 | 2 
Dar. O! I find you'll take Nor away with 
your row-de-dow !—A. ſoldier is a Happy fellow. 
Pat. Will you be a ſoldier, come with me and 


Pl introduce you to the ſerge 
er I think regi- 


Dar. L'cod with all my 
mentals wou'd become ine . y : Let me try 
if your hat fits me. [Puts on Patrick's hat, and 
ſtruts about, till he h changes ſees a ſcar on * 
trick's forchead.] W 12 15 8 t 
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Pat. What? 

Dar. That cut on your forehead ! 

Pat. Only a wound I got in battle, in at- 
tempting to reſcue an officer : I was left for dead 
on the field; there's gloryfor you. 

Dar. So they left you bleeding in your glory. 
Here take your hat: 1 don't think regimentals 


wou' d become at all. [Gives the hat back, 
Pat. What's the matter ? You, are frightened, 
are you?? 


Dar. O no; frightened ; no to be ſure; but 
I think it looks lo — for a man to wear a 
black patch. Good bye to you. | 

Pat. Come this-is the way to my ſergeant. 
Dar. Your ſergeant! *tis my ſergeant IT want, 
and he's this way. No, no, Maſter Pat, you 
ſhan't catch me bleeding in my glory with a row- 
de-dow, &. Your ſervant Pat. CLExiti. 

Pat. Now for my charming Norah, and then 
for a pitcher of friendſnip with my old acquaint- 
ance. | 


AIR IX.——Patrick. 
The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 

Will ſtill defire to grow richer? - 
Give me but health, 1 aſk no more, 
My little — my friend, and pitcher. 


friend ſo rare, 


rl ſo fair; 
With ſuch, whe mortal can be richer ; . 

Give me but theſe, a fig for care, | 
girl, my 28 , and pitcher. 


& / 1. 
Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what * us bewirch her; 


THE POOR SOLDIER. 15 
| With all my heart can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


Scene changes to the Inſide of FATHER LUKE's 
houſe. 
BacaTELLE diſcovered ſpeaking thro? the key- 
| Hole of NoRan's door. 


Bag. Mademoiſelle Norah, open the door, if 
you eaſe. 


Nor. Begone about your buſineſs. [from within. 

Pat. (without) Where is my charming girl? 

Bag. O begar, here be ſome body coming !— 
What ſhall T do? Begar I vil hide myſelf in this 
cloſet !. [Goes into a cloſet. 


Enter PATRICK. 


Pat, Where is my ſweet girl,-my Norah ? 
| Nor. (within) Begone about your buſineſs: 
I deſire you will leave the houſe directly. 
Pat. What's this I hear! I know that voice: 
a pretty compliment after two year's abſence. 


Enter NoRkAk. 


Nor. Is it you, my deareſt Pat! 
Pat. Sweet Norah, you was ever dear to me! 
Nor. If I was ever dear to you, how cou'd 


you leave me then? but judge of me by theſe 
tears! a 


Pat. My charming girl ! what tears are theſe? 
Nor. They are tears of joy at your return! 
Bag. (weeping) Vat vil become of poor Ba- 
gatelle ? h Cr Co ro 
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Pat. I think I hear a noiſe. 

Nor. If it thon'd be my uncle, what will * 
come of me; for he's more averſe than ever to 
our union. 

Pat. I'Il {lip into this cloſet. 

[Goes into acloſet, and pulls Bagatelle oui. 

Bag. How do you do, Sir? Me hope you be 
very well, 

Pat. (to Nor.) Are theſe your ſighs for my 
abſence? your tears of joy at my return? to be 


locked up with a raſcally hairdreſſer! 


Bag. Raſcal hairdreſſer! vat you mean tam | 
French gentlemans:—You ſhall give me ſatisfac. 
tion ;—you ſhall meet me. 

Pat. What, with your curling-irons !- away 
with you, or Th beat you while I can hold a 


ſplinter of ſhelela. 


Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhillela? 

Pat. Begone? or do you chuſe to walk out of 
the window ? 

Bag. Sir, to. oblige you, I cou'd walk out of 
de window; but 1 "had much rather go down 
ſtars. . © 7 „ TEAM 

Pat. Ah! my dear Norah! cou'd I Think 
you wou'd deceive me! 78 5 

Nor. And can you think me falſe 3 ? 

Pat. Can I think otherwiſe But you have 
given me back my heart! 


D U E . Parict and N bes = 
A RN X. 


Pat. A roſe- tree full in bearing, 
a Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee ; 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 


* 


82 4 
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Tho” eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh and gay, 
T find a canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


Norah. How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſhiny, clear, and bright ! 
So late I lov'd you dearly, L 
Tho? loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; 
Farwel, ye fleeting hours, 


Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene, 


Duct. How fine, Cc. 
END or ACT FIRST. 


5 SN 7 
Enter DaRBY and BAOATELLE. 


I Darby! Monſieur Darby! 


Dar. I believe that's Monſieur 


Bag and tail. | 


ag. Vin glad I find you Darby. I was hunt 


you all over de village, and cou'd not find you: 


Dar. That's becauſe I am ſo wrapt up in love. 
Bag. You muſt know, I am going to kill Pat 


the ſoldier, and you muſt be my friend. 
* | 
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Dar. Had'nt you better FilNecmate, then I'lt 
be your friend. 
Bag. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me; 


you ſhall be my ſecond. 
Dar. Your ſecond; coud'nt you make me your | 
third or fourth? 


Bag. { Shewoing aa letter) Beger, 5 be de 
lettre de mor-. 

Dar. O what you'll er him more. 

Bag. C'eſt un autre choſe. 

Dar. What muſt I get two other 3 ? 

Bag. C'eſt un barbare. 

Dar. What, becauſe you are a barber... 

Bag. Vat you mean by that? Pat calls me 
raſcal hairdreſſer, and you call me barber. You 


no underſtand : this is de lettre Lord Lofty's 


coachman did write for me. Lou read, Darby. 
Dar. O Ves. 
Bag. There (Gives Darby the letter.) 
Dar. Let me ſee (reads © This comes hop-- 
ing” '——O 1 run all the way if that's all. 


Bag. Ver you going, Darby?—You told me 


you read. * Tis not hoping: read on. 


* This comes hoping that you are in good 
health, as I am at this preſent writing: though 


you think yourſelf a. great officer, you ſhall not 
make me walk out of. the window ; I'll have 
Norah in fpite of you; I'll be damn'd if J don't: 
meet me at the Elm grove a 7 o'clock to give me 
ſatisfaction; but not with curling- eng ] am 
your's as in duty bound. 

Bag. You ſee I will not ſign my name, be- 
cauſe Iv ou'd avoid the laws. Po muſt carry it 
for me. 

Dar. Ill take care Pat ſhall have it. 


d' hon eur L will go 


Bug. Well now I aided {ettled ts affair, 
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Dar. Where are you going Monſ. Bag and tail? 

Bag. 1 vil go—begar I vil go—1 vil go and 
bruſh my maſter's coat #  [Exjz Hagatelle. 

Dar. Now I recollect I will not give this let- 
ter, ſinee Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown a 
bloody- minded fellow, and ſince he Wants Mon- +1 #4 
ſieur. Bagatelle to walk: out of the window, per- 2 UB 
haps he may want me to walk up the chimney ;: 5 
ſo the boy at the public houſe ſhall give it him; on 
he's a better figure to walk up a chimney than A : 
am. 9 4 5 

A I R I.— Darby. Wt” wal 

Tho” late I was plump, FT and Jolly,.. 1 4 

I now am as thin as a rod; | 
Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, 

I ſoon ſhall die under a fd. 4 - - 5 
Sing natherum doodle, nagetty tragedy 1 rum, * 213 
My didtherum boodle, ett nigetty mum. _ 


Dear Kathleen then,. rw did you flout * 1 
A lad that's ſo coyſe and warm, AN = 
With every thing handſome about me, Tee; 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing natherum doodle, Ce. 
| III. 
What tho' Thave ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend: 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
"a ſtill have a bit to a friend, 1 
Sing natherum doodle, 2 5 
1 ons | 
The cock courts his: hens all around = , "88 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove: _ 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, >" Fa 
When 1 look, and I think of my love. :.. 64 
Sing natherum doodle, Se. bs 
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Enter PATRICK and NoRan. 
Pat. Oh! my Norah! I find more danger in 


eee thine eyes, my charming girl, than 
in a battle! and can you then prefer your poor 
Pat, though a common ſoldier, to all mankind? 

Nor. = my deareſt Pat! What tho! you 
are only a common ſoldier in the army ⁊ you are 
to me a field Officer. 


PET, . 


Farewel ye groves and chryſtal fountains, 
The gladfome plains and ſilent dell; 

Ye humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lofty celF. 

And oh! farewel, fond youth moſt dear! 

Thy tender plaint, the vow ſincere, 

We'll meet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewel. 


Pat. My ſweet Norah! and wilt "7 Hl ne. 
ver change your ſentiments? Prouder of your 


love than all the honours of my profeſſion: I ſhall 


ever poſſeſs the heart-felt ſatisfaction of remem- 
TEE how dear you are to your poor loldier, 


AT R III. Patrick. 


Tho' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 


Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 

Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 

Its lads ſo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids; 

As each his own village muſt ſtill make the molt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, Thope I'm not wrong; 

Dear Carton ! containing what kingdoms. may 
boaſt of ; [ ſong. 


»Tis Norah, dear Noch! the theme. of my 


= > 


Fa! 


” A 
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I. | | 
Be gentlemen fine, * their ſpurs and nice 
boats on, . {dare 5: 
Their horſes to has on the Curragh of Kil. 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiftcoat, white gloves, and their nice 
powder”d had”: : 
Poor Pat, while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſation, 
For gold or for acres he never {hall long; | 
One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a 
nation, [ſong. 


From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my 


. You will be FIR to come at the time a. 
greed on. 

Pat. Never fear me ¶ Exit Nor. - Lice how 
happy am I! 


Enter FITZROY. 


Fitz. What's this I ſee My deſtin- d brids 
in talk with a common ſoldier Good morrow 
brother ſoldier—a handfome gjrl that you was 
talking to 

Bat. Why, ſhe's thought ſo Müsch Sir. 

Fitz. You ſeem. well with her ? 

Pat. Ves, Sir; I have long lov'd, Sir.— 
Brought up in the ſame village together, we be- 
came-attach'd to eachother, and promis'd mutual 
fidelity ; ; but I am afraid J ſhall loſe her. 

Fitz, What yon have a rival perhaps? 

Pat. I have, Sir. 

Fitz. Now for a picture of x m ſelf. a 4 — 
Some rich raſcal I ſuppoſe ? ries (af K 
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Pat. I envy not his riches, Sir ;—but as to- 
your latter e I am ſure he does not.deſerve 
it. — 

Fitz. How ſo? 

Pat, Becauſe, Sir, he is an \ lfieer; and there. 
fore I am ſure he is a man of honour. 

Fitz. Itis a pity you are not an officer. 
You have been in the ſervice, 

Pat. Yes, Sir, I have ſeen ſome ſervice. 
Was wounded at the battle of Johnſton's Ford in 


America, in ſaving my Captain's life. 
Fitz. As I live, the very man who ſaved my 


life. in that engagement. (aſide. — hope you 


got your reward? 

Put. I look'd for none: I did no more than 
my duty, in fighting for my king and 23 
and reſcuing my officer. bs oing. 

Fitz. Where are you going? 

Pat. T am going from her I love; Becauſe 
fortune forbids our: union. 

Fitz. Take my advice : ſee her once more.— 
I honour your frankneſs ;—you are a brave fel- 
low, and ſomething may be done for you. 

Pat. Well, Sir, ſince you adviſe me, I will 
ſee her once more. If I had a friend to ſpeak to 
her guardian, I perhaps might have ſome chance 
to ſucceed : I am however obliged to your good 
wiſhes, and will profit by your advice. [ Exit. 
_ Fiiz. What a noble ſpirit + The embroider'd 
epaulet may diſtinguiſh the officer ; but let him 
not diſdain to take a leſſon from this poor ſoldier: 
there is ſometimes more real merit to be found 
taſk worſted lace, than under gold or ſilver 

e 


re 
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AIR IV. Fitzroy. 
The ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; 
And nature clad in mantle green, 
All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Then Join in harmony and love. 
II. 
The lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt ; 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
ls ſure make bleſt. by 
For when the tuneful bird is flown, 5 
He haſts, and marks it for his own. * 


Enter Box. AA 


Boy. Are you the man in the red coat? * 

Fitz. Yes my boy, I believe I am the man i 2 
the red coat. What's your buſineſs ? 

Boy. Darby deſir'd me to give you this. 

Fitz. Who? 

Boy. Darby. « bþ [Exit 2 

Fitz. Let's fee {reads the letter This 
Norah ſeems to have a number of admirers. 
And ſo my little hero—heyday he's off —ſeven 
o'clock—I muſt go and fee what ſort of ſtuff my 
challenger 1 is made of, i. 


Scene 1 70 the Outſide of DeaMorTs 
Houſe. 


Enter FATHER LUKE and DERMOTT. 


F. * Well, what is this ſpiritual ae 
reveal it to me, Dermott. V ou know I have 


. 1 
* 
. 
© 
af . 
g 
; 
15 
| | 
"A 
"= * 
3 
x an 
* 


» 
„ 


. 
— IR 


a Kel ; 
r 


— 


AS 
_ 
S 
8 I SY 
; 
WW 
4. 
- 


bt _ 


24 THE-POOR' SOLDIER. 
But have 


got you conſcience in my keeping. 
you tapp'd the barrel of ale! 
Der. Yes I have, and you ſhall taſte i It, 
(Goes in for jug. 
F. L. He's coming round me about my ward 
2 wheedling ſon of aq 


Enter DzenMoTT with a Fug of Ale. 


Der. I will prime him well before I ſpeak to 


him about Kathleen: 'tis a hard heart that 2 anf 


of ale won't ſoften. 
L. This brown jug and I are old acqua. 
tance, Dermott: 
Der. Indeed, * you are. 


a Dermott. 


N Sir, this teen jug that now "Fn with 
mild ale, [vale ; 


1 


"es Out of which I now- drink to ect Kate of the 


Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As &er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl : 
In boozing about, twas his praiſe to excel, 


And amongſt Jolly topers he bore or the ben. 


II. 25 
His body, when NT in the arc it had lain. 
And time into day had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in its cover ſo ſnug, [jug. 
And with part of old Toby he form'd the brown 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here sto my lovely * Kate of the vale. 


| © [This ſong not ny Mr O'Keeffe.) 


3 
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Enter DaRBY. 


Dar. How do you do Father Luke? 

F. L. O Darby, are you there? 

Dar. Will you conſent that I ſhall marry 
Kathleen ? | 

F. L. You marry Kathleen !—Get you gone 
you reprobate. 


Dar. J have got a fine fat ſheep for your Re- 


verencèe. 


F. L. A fat ſheep !—T always thought you 


was born under a lucky planet. But Darby you 


muſt be a good Jad, and turn ſober.— I am your 
prieſt, and tell you that you muſt repent and 
marry. 1 

Dar. I will marry firſt, and repent after- 


Wards. 


AIR VI. Father Luke. 


You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience is 
mine 5 


But if you ow wicked, tis not a good ſign, 


So leave off your raking and marry a wife, 

And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynamono, Oro, 
A good merry wedding for me, 

Bs AE | | 
The banns being publiſhed, to chapel we go, 
The bride and bridegroom in coats white as ſnow ; 
So modeſt her attire, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 


You out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 


Sing, Cc. 
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III. 
Thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey. 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
Shut up my book, and I pocket your gold. 
| Sing, Se. 


That ſnug little guinea for me. 


NV. 


The neighbours with joy to the bridegroom and 
bride ; 

The pipers before us march ſide by ſide. 

A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face; 

The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. 

ing, 


A good walks dinner, for me. 


'V. 


The joke now goes Found, and the ſtocking is 
thrown ; 

The curtains are drawn, and your both left alone; 

Tis then my good boy I believe you at home, 

And hay for a chriſt'ning at nine months to come, 
Sing, Cc 


A good 9 8 chriſt'ning for me. 
Dar. And ſo F ather, you =_ marry 


Kathleen. 
F. L. But you are ſo wicked. 
Dar. Indeed I am not. 


F. L. Here comes Kathleen. Enter Kath- 


Put your beſt leg 


leen from the houſe.) 
foremolt to her now. 


Dar. W hich is my beſt leg? 
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F. L. By my ſoul they are both bad enough, 
Dar. What am I to do now? 

F, L. What are you to do now ;—there's a 
pretty queſtion ;—why kiſs her man to be ſure. 

Dar. You'll ſpeak a good word for me Fa- 
ther Luke. 

F. L. A fat ſheep you ſay. 

Dar. A. fine fat ſheep. | 
F. IL. Harkye, Kathleen.—This lad Darby 

will make you a good hutband—the devil a bet- 
ter—won't you Darby ? 

Dar. Indeed I will, 

F. L. There will be more marriages when 
the Captain comes, and I can marry you at the 
fame time. 

Kath, J will have no huſband but Dermott. 

F. L. Conſider what I am ſaying to you, — 
Dermott is an ugly man, and a bad Chriſtian, 


Euter DERMOTT. 


Dar. Dermott, you are bad man, and an ugly 
Chriſtian. | E 

F. L. O! are you there ?—here take your 
brown jug again, you empty fellow. 

Der. I come to aſk your conſent to marry 
Kathleen. 2 | 

F. L. (to Darby) You ſhall marry Kathleen. 

Der. O, if that's the caſe! J have two fat 
ſheep, which I had intended as a preſent for your 

Worſhip; but now I'Il go with them to the fair, 
and get drunk with the money. 

F. L. Harkye, Dermott ; it is a great ſin to 
et drunk! Oh, Darby! to Darby) if you 
ave nothing elſe to do, you may go about your 
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| buſineſs, you ugly man; don't make a judy of 


It is two fat ſheep you ſay. 
(to Dermott. 


yourſelf. 


Der. Yes. 

F. L. (to Darby) You don't marry Kathleen, 
and I will tell you, becauſe it is two to 
one againſt you. G y Darby.— to Derm.) 
I Will couple you altogether when the Captain 


comes, as ſoon as I can ou my thumb upon ma- 
trimouy . 


Father Luke, Dery matt, Dar by and Kathleen. 


QuarTETTO. een. 


Kath. [to Der. You the point may carry, 
If a while you tarry. 
Dar. But for you, 
I tell you true, 
No, do, you I'll never marry. 
Chorus. You the point, Cc. 


III. 


Der. Care our ſouls diſowning. 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
Laugh and love, | 
And ever approve 
Jeys our wiſhes crowning. 


Chorus. Care our, &c. 
F 
Dar. To the church I'll hand her, 
[Offers to take her. 
Then thro? the world Pl wander; 
(She refuſes, 


2 C AM Ent & at 
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I'll ſob and ſigh, | 
Until J die, 


A poor forſaken gander. 
Chorus. To the church, &c. 


. 
Fath. Luke. Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes. 
One mighty truth diſcloſes ; 
You're never vext, 
Tf this the text, 
Go fuddle all your noſes. - 
Chorus, Each pious, c. 


SceENE An Elm Grove. - 


Enter F TZ Roxy. 5 


Fitz, I wonder who this challenger can bel 
O here's company. I'll ſtep aſide and ſee. 
[retires 


Enter Bac ATELLE ad DARBY. - 


Dar. O, Monſieur Bag and tail! if 1 fall, 
you'll take my corps (not a very ugly one) to 
Dermott's wedding.—But let me ſtand behind 
you Mouſieur Bagatelle. Gets behind hin). 
Why I might as well ſtand behind a Pitchfork. 

Bag. Zounds: here's my maſter! 


Enter Capt. FI TZ RO. 


Fitz. Why, you raſcal, did you ſend a chal- 
lenge to me ? 
Bag. Me, Sir l— Oh, no !—Mi Lord Lofty's - 
C3 
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coachman did write it; Darby here knows. 
What do you know Darby? you tell my maſter 
ritt. | 

Dar. I went to Father Luke's houſe, and 
there I got the letter; and ſo I went to Father 
Luke's houſe, and there the letter was given me; 
and fo Father Luke's houſe—O now I have it— 
Father Luke was out of the window— 

Bag. Father Luke's houſe was out of the win- 
dow—and fo, Sir— 

Dar. Yes, Sir, and ſo, Sir; there's a true ac- 
count of the matter. I find I did not go to 
{chool for nothing. | | 

Fitz. Hark, Sir; get you home, Sir, or I ſhall 
break every bone in your raſcally ikin.—I'll teach 
you to ſend challenges. Away, Sir. 

Bag. O yes, Sir; begar I am glad J have got 

ff ſo well. LXErit. 

Fitz. As for you, you had better ſtick to your 
ſpade than meddle with ſword and piſtol. Going. 
Dar. But Captain, do you think me or Der- 
mott the prettieſt fellow. 1 
Fitz. Get home with you, Sir, and mind 
your cart. | EEx. 
Dar. You a Captain, and can't tell me that. 
 Harkye, you corporal. Fitzroy returns 
Darby beckons the contrary way.) Here, 
corporal, corporal.— I find I-muſt go up to town 
to talk with theſe captains. 


AIR VIII. Darby. 


Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby ! ah, what can you do ? 
No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, 


But ſell off, and gallop to town: 


2 
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I'll dreſs and I'll ſtrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


IT. 


In town J ſhall cut a great daſh ; 

But how for to compaſs the caſh. 

At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 

With cards I can take the flats 1 in, 

Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick's ;. 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 


HE. 
But firſt for to get a great name, | | T3 
A duel eſtabliſh my fame ; 1 
To my man then a challenge PII write; | 3 
But firſt I'll be ſure he won't fight. : 


We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 
Then ſhout without powder, and the devil a ball. 


SCENE—FATHER LUKE's Houſe. . 
Enter FATHER LUKE and NoRAH. 


F. 5 If you do not conſent to marry Capt. 
Fitzroy, the man of my choice, I'll ſend you to 
France, and put you into a convent. 

Nor. I am content.—I never will marry the 
man I cawt approve of. | | 

F. L. You are content /—You put me in a 

paſſion, and then you are content. Get you in- 
to that room, and ſtay there till you go to 
France. TLocks her ups 
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Enter FITZROY. 


Fitz. Who are you going to ſend to France? 

F. L. My ward, Sir ;—the won't conſent to 
marry you ;—ſhe is obſtinate. 

Fitz. Will you reſign the charge of her to 
me, Sir? Fo 

F. L. With all my ſoul : There, Captain, 
with that key, I reſign my authority ; and now 
if I find Mr Patrick, I'll ſend him to the county 
iall. | . 

Fitz. Here comes the ſoldier {Enter Pat.) 
You are punctual I ſee. | 

Pat. J promis'd to be ſo. 

Fitz. Was you ever bronght to the halberts? 
how came you abfent from your regiment? have. 
you a furlough? | | | 

Pat. No, Sir. 

Fitz. I have the honour to bear his Majeſty's 
commiſſion, and ſhall take you up as a deſerter to 
the ſervice. I have a perſon ready here to take 
you into cuſtody. - | 

Pat. What a cruel piece of treachery ? 

- [Fitzroy brings out Norah... 

Fitz. Dear Norah, fince you have refuſed my 
hand, permit me to reward your conltancy, by 
putting you into the hands of ycur lover, and 
he'll reward you. 

Nor. Pm all amazement ! 

Pat. Let us kneel, and thank our deliverer. 

Fitz. To keep you no longer in ſuſpence, 
know then, that I am that officer whoſe life you 
ſaved at Johnſton's Ford. I have a commiſſion 
to beſtow, and defire, gallant youth, you'll take 
It, as a ſmall reward for your paſt ſervices ; and 
heaven bleſs you both. 
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Enter FATHER Luk R, DERMOTT, DaRBY, and 
KATHLEEN. 


F. L. There the ler is —lay hands upord 5 


him. 
Dar, No, I won't lay hold of him. Don't 


you {ee the white 3 bas hold of him al- 
ready. 


F. L. Why, Captain, do you refuſe to marry 
niece ? 

Fitz. T do; and am bound in honour to give 
ker to a worthier lover. 

F. L. What, —_ a foot ſoldier into my fa- 
mily. 

Fitz. Having a commiſſion to Apes of, I have 
given it him, and think myſelf his inferior, when 
I ſee ſuperior merit, and higher virtues in this 
_ but OE foldier. 


FINALE. 


Fitzroy. What true felicity I ſhall find, 
When thoſe are join'd 
By fortune kind, 
How pleaſing to me, 
So happy to ſee, 
| Such merit and virtue united! 
Norah. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us. 
To each kind friend, 
Thus we lowly bend, 
Your pardon, that gain'd, we're deligited. 
Chorus. No futur e, Sc. 
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Patrick. With my commiſſion, yet deareſt life, 
My charming wife, 
When drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 


The plunder your charms, . 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find me. 


Kathleen. This love my withes has granted ; 


I get the dear lad that I wanted: 
Leſs pleas'd with a Duke, 
When good Father Luke 
To my.own little Dermott has] join'd me. 
Chorus This love, &c. 
Darby. You impudent huſſy (Dermot? eng) | 
At a pretty rate 
Of love you prate; 
But harkye, Kate, 
Your little dear lad, 
| Will find that his pad 
Has got a nice — kick in his gallop. 


Fat. Luke. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, | 


You merit eXcammunication ; 
In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage Þll ſoon tie you all 889 
Chorus. Now, Darby, &c.- 
Dermott. The devil a bit o'me cares a bean, 
For neat and for clean, 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 

And there we”l] be coupP'd for ever. 
Patrick. The laurel ve won in the field, * 
Yet now in a garden I yield, Sir; 
Nor think it a name, 

Your mercy to claim; 
Lour mercy's my {word and my ſhield, Sir. 
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THE POOR SOLDIER. 35 


CHORUS or ME N. 


The Jaurel and bays 
Revive by your praiſe 
Our poet ſolicits your pardon, 


CHORUS or WOMEN, 


Then be not ſevere, 
With ſmiles you can cheer ; 4 
The poſies of your Covent- Garden, {_ 
GENERAL CHORUS. Mi 
The laurel, ge. 
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